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" and support some public building !    It's the only
thing you're fit for ! "

He was particularly fond of driving or taking the
railway to a remote point, and sweeping a vast round
on foot; preferably along some river bed. Thus
have we ascended the Aln, and thus descended the
more distant Blackadder in Berwickshire, and thus
have we skirted the infinite serpentines of the Till
from Chillingham to Fowberry Towers. But of all
the wild and wine-coloured Northumbrian streams,
it was the enchanting Coquet which Crcighton loved
the best. Mr. Hamo Thornycroft reminds me of
an occasion when he was staying with me at
Embleton, and Creighton took us for a long day's
tramp up the Coquet to Brinkburn Priory. The
river rolls and coils itself as it approaches the sea,
and to shorten our course, the future bishop com-
manded us to take off our shoes and stockings, and
ford the waters. There was a ridge of sharp stones
from bank to bank, with depth of slightly flooded
river on either side. He strode ahead like a St.
Christopher, with strong legs naked from the knee,
but he did not offer to take us on his back. On
strained and wounded feet we arrived at last at the
opposite shore, only to be peremptorily told that
we need not trouble to put on our shoes and stock-
ings, since we should have to ford the river again,
after just a mile of stubble. Gentle reader, have
you ever walked a mile barefoot in stubble ? When
we reached the foaming Coquet again, the ridged
stones of the ford seemed paradise in comparison.